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biological philosopher ever begins an analysis of human
experience at a higher point than the mammalia. Mr.
Herbert Spencer indeed starts his Data of Ethics with
remarks on infusoria and mollusca. Conformably to this
tendency, what we may term the Bauble-Theory connects
human art with the taste of bower-birds in decorating their
nests with scraps of bright colour, and with the gratification
of the pea-hen in the magnificence of her spouse's tail.
Coming down to man the bauble - theory puts the
beginning of art in the sensuous pleasure which primitive
man feels in bright colours, simple harmonies and allitera-
tive or rhyming jingles of words. The truth is that such
sensuously pleasant things cannot be more than the
material or vehicle of art; its essence cannot lie in them.
Grant Allen's Physiological ^Esthetics, excellent so far as
it goes, does not really touch the central matter of art at
all. It would be equally possible to write a Physiological
Ethics or Physiological Theory of Knowledge which should
circle round among the external conditions of morality
and knowledge without telling us anything about their
inner reality.

The gist of the matter comes to light when we
consider that only some pleasant objects are suitable for
art, those namely that we can enjoy consistently with
an unselfish interest in their permanence and welfare.
Things that we can only enjoy in a self-regarding way,
such as food, can with difficulty be treated artistically.
A picture of the most sumptuously spread dinner-table
would not be admissible as fine art. The Dutch kitchen-
pictures of fruit, vegetables, and game, those of Mieris
for example, though painted with an unselfish interest
in the forms and colours of the objects, suffer decidedly
from their material associations. It is the pleasures of
sight and hearing that are specially artistic because they
can be enjoyed consistently with self-detached interest
in the object for its own sake, and are not diminished
by being shared with others. Selfish pleasure is the
death of art.

It may have been noticed that I have so far not used